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shapes in the south-east. But for them we cared not,
as we were weary. I propped a bomb bay cover behind
my head with my suit-case and, as I went to sleep,
listened drowsily to the crooning of the desert night
wind. And little by little the rain-drops came: first
one, then a dozen, then thousands. Through my sleep
I heard the rain pattering down like a low accompani*
ment, and restlessly the soughing of the wind, coming
in weird gusts; now rising to a crescendo with heavy
rain; now falling away almost to silence while the rain
trickled away off the planes in heavier drops. I believe,
during the whole night, that the rain only ceased for
about quarter of an hour. With the first pale grey
light came the indistinct and slow re-dawn of conscious-
ness. It was still raining, raining, raining ceaselessly.

I sat up in my valise and looked around. It took me
some time to appreciate what was happening. I saw
Mealing's reflection on the ground: no, it must be water,
We were flooding. All around was flooding. As I
looked out I saw the thorn and grass peeping up in
wisps and hummocks through the creeping flood., which
seemed to extend for a long, long way, I, luckily, was
on a sort of little islet, and I got my riding crop and
with the handle poked up a little bund all round me
as the water encroached. Mealing woke up and swore.
He was lying in a puddle. I covered myself in my
valise, and lay down for a bit, hoping, and knowing
well the hope was vain, that it would stop raining.
Sitting up again, I saw the water all round my bund,
and felt it creeping in along by the wheel, where I
could not scratch the earth up properly. So up I got
and rolled up my valise as best I could in my cramped
space, and staggered out into the rain. It was a cheer-